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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

He runs and tumbles, he tumbles and runs. 
He sees big white men with dogs and guns. 

He falls down flat. He turns to stare — 
No cats, no dogs, and no men there. 

But black shadows, grey shadows, green shadows come. 
The wind says, "Miau!" and the rain says, "Hum!" 

He goes straight home. He dreams all night. 
He howls. He puts his wife in a fright. 

Black devils, grey devils, green devils shine — 

Yes, by Sambo, 

And the iire looks fine! 

Cat devils, dog devils, cow devils grin — 

Yes, by Sambo, 

And the fire rolls in. 

And so, next day, to avoid the worst — 
He takes that cow 
Where he found her first. 

THE HORRID VOICE OF SCIENCE 

"There's machinery in the butterfly; 

There's a mainspring to the bee ; 
There's hydraulics to a daisy, 

And contraptions to a tree. 

"If we could see the birdie 
That makes the chirping sound 
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Vachel Lindsay 

With x-ray, scientific eyes, 

We could see the wheels go round." 

And I hope all men 
Who think like this 
Will soon lie 
Underground. 

MY LADY IS COMPARED TO A YOUNG TREE 

When I see a young tree 

In its white beginning, 

With white leaves 

And white buds 

Barely tipped with green, 

In the April weather, 

In the weeping sunshine — 

Then I see my lady, 

My democratic queen, 

Standing free and equal 

With the youngest woodland sapling 

Swaying, singing in the wind, 

Delicate and white: 

Soul so near to blossom, 

Fragile, strong as death ; 

A kiss from far-off Eden, 

A flash of Judgment's trumpet — 

April's breath. 

Vachel Lindsay 
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